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that they came from jmy Ncece, and* that fhee’s in loue 
with him. 

c JMar. My purpofe is indeed a horfc of that colour. 

An. And your horfe now would make him an Affe # 

(JMar. AfTe, I doubt not. 

An. O twill be admirable. 

Mar. Sport royall I warrant you: I know my Pby- 
fickc will worke with him, I will plant you two, and let 
the Foole make a third, where he fhall findethe Letter: 
obferue his conftruftion ofit: For this night to bed, and 
dreame on the euent: Farewell. Exit 

To. Good night Penthijilca. 

An. Before me (lie’s a good wench* 

To. S he’s a beagle true bred, and one that adores me: 
what o’that? 

An. I was ador’d once too.' 

T 9 . Let's to bed knight; Thou hadftn'ccdc fend for 
more money. 

An. If I cannot rccouer your Necce, lama foulc way 
out. 

To. Send for money knight, if thou haft her not i’th 
end, call me Cut. 

An. If I do not, neuer trnft me, take it how you will. 

To. Come, come. He go burnc fome Sacke,tis too late 
to go to bed now; Come knight,ccmc knight. Exeunt 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Duke, Viola, far iff,and others, 

Du .Giue me fomeMufickjNow good morow frends. 
Now good Cefario , but that peece of fong. 

That old and Antickc fong we heard laft night; 

Me thought it did relecue my paflion much. 

More then light ayres, and recollc&cd termes 
Of thefe mott b riskc and giddy-paccd times. 

Come, but on e verfe. 

Cur. He is not hcere (fo plcafe your Lordfhippc) that 
(hould fingic ? 

Du* Who was it? 

Cur. Fefte the letter my Lord, afoole that the Ladie 
Oliuiaes Father tooke much delight in. Hcis about the 
houfe. 

Du* Seekc him out, and play the tunc the while. 

Muficke places. 

Come hither Boy, ifcuer thou (halt loue 
In the fweec pangs ofit, remember me: 

For fuch as I am, all true Louers arc, 

Vnftaid and skitcifh in all motions elfe, 

Saue in the conftant image of the creature 
Thai is belou’d. How doft thou like this tune ? 

Vto* It giucs a vcric cccho to the featc 
Where loue is thron’d. 

Du. Thou doft fpeakcmafterly. 

My life vpon’t, yong though thou art, thine eye 
Hath (laid vpon fome fauour that it loucs: 

Hath it net boy ? 

Vto. A little, by your fauour. 

Du. What kinde of woman ift i 
Vio. Ofyourcompletion. 

Du, She is not worth thee then. Whatyearesifaith? 
Vto. About your yeeresrey Lord. 

Du. Too old by heauen: Lccftill the woman take 


Mllficly 


An elder then her felfe, fo weare* foe to him; 

So iwayes foe leuell in her husbands heart; 

For boy, howeuer we do praifeour felues, 

Our fancies are more giddie and vnfirme, 

More longi ng, wauering, fooner loft and worne 
Then womens are. * 

Vio. I thinke it well my Lord. 

Du. Then let thy Loue be yonger then thy f e jf e 
Or thy affe&ion cannot hold the bent: * 

For women arc asRofes, whole faire flowre 
Being once difplaid, doth fall that verie howre.' 

Vie. And fo they are : alas, that they arc fo * 

To die, euen when they to perfe&ion grow. 

Enter Curio & Clowne . 

Du. O fellow come, the 1 ong we had laft night: 
Markeit Cefario, it is oldandplainc; 

The Spinfters and the Knitters in the Sun, 

And the free maides that weaue their thred with bone 
Do vfe to chaifnt it: it is filly footh, 

And dallies with the innocence of loue, 

Like the old age. 

do. Arc you ready Sir ? 

Duke. I prethec fing. 

The Song. 

fame sway* come away death , 

And in fad cypreffe let me he laide * 

Eye away, fie away breath, 
lam flaine by afatre cruell rnaidt : 

7rly fhrowd of white finckfll with Ew,0 prepare it, 
(JMy part ofdeath no one fo true did/hare it. 

Not a flower, not a flower fweete 
On my bUcke coffin, let there be fir ewne: 

Not a friend, not a friend greet 
My poore corpes , where my bones(hall be threw **: 
A thoufand thoufandfighes to fane,lay mow fat 
Sad true loner neuer find mygrattejo weeps thrt, 

Du. There’s for thy paines. 

Clo. No paines fir, I take plcafure in firging fir. 

Du. lie pay thy pleafurc then. 

Clo. Truely fir, and pleaflire will be paide one time,oi 
another. 

Du. G iuc me now leaue, to Icaue thee. 

Clo. Now the melanchelly God prote£l thee, andtlu 
Tailor make thy doublet of changeable Taffiua, for thy 
minde is a very Opall. I would haue men of fuch confian- 
cie put to Sea, that their bufinefle might be euery thing, 
and their intent eueric where, for that’s ir, that alwayes 
makes a good voyage of nothing. Farewell. Exit 

Du. Let all the reft giue place; Once more Cefario , 
Get thee to yond fame foueraigne crucltic : 

Tell her my loue, more noble then the world 
Prizes not quantltie of dime lands. 

The parts that fortune hath beftow’d vpon her: 

Tell her I hold as giddily asFortune: 

But ’tis chat miracle,and Queene of Icms 
That nature prankes her in, attra£h my foulc. 

Vio. But if/he cannot loue you fir. 

Du. It cannot be fo anfwcr’d. 

Vio . Sooth but you muft. 

Say that fome Lady, as perhappes there is, 

Hath for your loue as great a pang of heart 
A s you haue for Oltuia : you cannot loue her: 

You tel her fo: Muft /he not then be anlwcr’d ? 

Du. There is no womans fides 

Can 
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„ "ujdethe beating of fo ftrong a paflion, 

Cin b Jnth eiuc my heart: no womans heart 
A s [° uc f to hold fo much, they lacke retention. 

S® bl fu-ir loue may be call’d appetite, 

A a? ’ Irion of the Liuer, but the Pallat, 
ri° buffer furfetj cloymcnt, and reuolt,( 

limine is a11 as han 8 r y as thc Sea ’ 

BUC ^ndieeft as much, make no compare 
A od enethat loue a woman can bearc me, 

Shat I ovieOliuia. 
nr* I but I know. 

What doft thou knoy*? • 

V Too well what loue women to men may owe: 

» ,ou " v O C tltf 1° 


hould your l.ordlhip. ¥ 

n« And what’s her hiftory i 

V Z Ablankemy Lord: (he neuer told her loue, 

Rut let concealment like a worme i'th budde 
Feedcon her damaske cheeke : (he pin d in thought. 

And with a grccne and yellow melaocholly, 

ShefateImpatience on a Monument 
Smiling at greefe. Was not this loue indeede ? 

Wpnien may fay more, fwearc more but indeed 
Oar (hevves are more then will: for (fill weprouc 
Much in our vowes, but little 1 in our loue. 

T) U Eut di’de thy fitter ofher loue my Boy ? 

Vio. I am all the daughters of my Fathers houfe. 

And all the brothers too: and yet I know not. 

Sir, (hall 1 10 this Lady? 

Da. 1 that’s the Theame, 

Toherinhafte: giue her thislewell: fay. 

My loue can giue noplace, bidenodenay. exeunt 


Scena Quinta. 


Cuter Sir Tdj,Sir AndrewFabian. 

To. Come thy waves Signior Fuhian. 

T<J>. Nay lie come: if I loofeafcruplc of this fport, 
letmebeboyl’d to death with Mclancholly. 

To. Wouldftthou not be glad to haue the niggard¬ 
ly Rafcally (heepe-biter, come by fome notable fhamc? 

F*. I would exult man: you know be brought me out 
o’fauour with my Lady, about aBearc-baiting hcere. 

7V. Toangerhim wce’l haue thc Beareagaine, and 
wewill foole him bkeke and blew, fliall we not fir sln- 
drew ? 

Ah. And we do not, it is pittie of our liues. 

Enter Maria. 

To. Heere comes the little villainc: How now my 
Mettle of India? 

Mar. Get yeall three into the box tree: Maluolio's 
commingdownethiswalkc, he has bcene yonder i’the 
Sunne praftifing bchauiour to his own fhadow this halfe 
houre: obferue him for the loue of Mockcrie: for I know 
this Letter wil make a contemplatluc Ideot of him.Clofe 
in the name ofieafting, lye thou there: for hcere comes 
the Trovvt, that muft be caught with tickling. Exit 
Enter Maluoho. 

Mai. ’Tis but Fortune, all is fortune. Maria once 
told me (he did affedt me, add 1 haue heard her felf come 
thus neere, that (hould (hee fancie, it (hould bee one of 
my completion. Befides fhevfesnie with a more ex¬ 


alted refpet, then any one elfe that followes her. What 
foould I thinke on’t? 

To. Heere’s an ouer-weening rogue. 

Fa. Oh peace: Contemplation makes a rare Turkey 
Cockfc of him, how he iets vndcr his aduanc’d plumes. 

And. Slight I could fobeatc the Rogue. 

To. Peace I fay. 

Mai. To be Count Maluolio. 

To. Ah Rogue. 

Ah. Piftollhim,piftollhim. 

To. Peace, peace. 

Mai. There is example for’t: The Lady of theS/r*- 
chj, married the yeoman of the wardrobe. 

An. Fie on him Iezabcl. \ 

Fa. O peace, now he’s deepely in: looke how imagi¬ 
nation blowes him. 

Mai. Hauingbccne three moneths married to her, 
fitting in my ftatc. 

To. O for a ftonc-bow to hit him in the eye. 

CMal. Calling my Officers about me, in n»y branch’d 
Vcluct gowne: halting come from a day bedde* where I 
haue left Olma (leeping. 

To. Fire and Brimftone. 

Fa. O peace, peace. 

Mai. And then to haue the humor offtate: and after 
a demure trauaiieof regard: telling them I knowemy 
place, as I would they (hould doc theirs: to askc for my 
kinfman Tobj. 

To. Boltes and (hackles. 

Fa. Oh peace, peace, peace, now, now. 

t Mai. Seauenofmy people with an obedient ftart, 
make out for him : I frowne the while, and perchance 
windevp my watch, orplay with my fome rich lewcll: 
Toby approaches; curtfies there to me. 

To. Shall this fellow liuc ? 

Fa. Though our filencebedrawnefromvswith cars, 
yet peace. 

Mai. I extend my fi3nd to him thus : quenching my 
familiar fmile with an auftere regard ofconcroll. 

To. Anckdo’s not Toby takeyouablow o’the lippes, 
then? 

Mai. Saying, Cofine Tcby t my Fortunes hailing caft 
me on your Necce, giue me this prerogatiue of fpecch. 

To. What,what? 

Mai. You muft amend your drunkennefle. 

To. Outfcab. 

Fab. Nay patience, or we breakc thc line wes of our 
plot ? 

Mai. Befides you wafte the treafuri: of your time, 
with a foolilh knight. 

And. Thai’s mee I warrant you. 

Mai. One fir Andrew, 

And. I knew ’twas I, for many do call mee foole. 

Mai. What e.r ployment haue we hcere ? 

Fa. Now is the Woodcocke neere the gin. 

To. Oh pea: e, and the fpirit of humors intimate rea¬ 
ding aloud to him. 

Mai. Bv my life this is my Ladies hand: thefe bee her 
yrryf x.hcrZA, and her TV, and thus makes (hcc het 
great P'sAi is in contempt of queftion her hand. 

An. Her C’s, her V’s 3 and her T s: why that ? 

Mai. To the vnknemne beiottd, tku, and my good Wiflies : 
Her very Phrafes: By your leaue wax. Soft,and the im- 
preflure her Lucrcce , with which (he vies to Icale : tis nry 
Lady: To whom fhould this be ? 

Fab. This winnes him, Liuer and all. 

Mai. 
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